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cross-trees, lashed with long strips of bark, with
raised platforms over which we erected our tent-flies
for protection against the weather, these craft would
be a pleasant change from the restricted dug-out
canoes.
Here we seemed far from the influence of civilised
life, and it amused me to remember that many
maps of Ecuador show a convenient railway run-
ning right to the Curaray River! It was a promo-
tion scheme of some years back, and like many such
schemes came to nothing. The railway was never
built, but this did not inconvenience or discourage
the cartographer, who blithely engraved it on one
edition of a map of Ecuador which has since gone
all over the world. Not long ago I received a letter
from a man, a stranger to Ecuador, asking how
many minutes it takes to reach the Curaray.
During this time we lived in a good-sized Indian
hut which Vicuiia made available to us. We were
comfortable enough on the flat cane floor raised
four to five feet above the ground.
Hector here reached new heights. Now it is not
an easy matter to arouse by one single act the rage
of five different men, each engaged upon completely
diverse tasks, at one and the same moment. Yet
Hector achieved this, for he carefully elected to
light the midday cooking fire beneath our floor im-
mediately under the spot where we were sitting. In-
stantly we were on our feet in paroxysms of cough-
ing, choking, and sniffing. We cursed the 'fire, the